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An Ogle-B Christmas
FICTION BY MARK

W.

CONLEY

A chapter from Ogle-B, thefirst book
in The Last Great Sleep-Out Series.

MARK

HEAD

Granny meet Ogle-B."
Granny repeated herself. "So who's
your girl, Deah?"
"Uh, I, uh ... " was about all I could get
out.
"Oh, lay off, Granny. He's too ugly to
have a girl." I wasn't sure whether
Header was trying to save me from
Granny's prying or just trying to insult
me. It didn't matter. Granny continued
without missing a beat.
"So, you're playing the field, Deah!
Well, don't break any hearts!"
Header gestured with his finger to let
me lmow that Granny wasn't all there.
"How about getting us some cookies,
Granny?"
"Cookies, Deah! What a wonderful
idea. I'll get you some of my cookies."
Granny left the room.
"That's your Granny?" I asked.
"Don't make fun of her, Ogle-B. She's
really a nice lady. When we were little
kids, she always let us do stuff our parents wouldn't let us do, like play in the
street, stay up past midnight. And she
never told on us. Now that she's older,
she's a little out of it. But we pay her
back by not noticing it."
"Did you see that snow?" I changed
the subject.
"Yup. I lmew you'd be over here. Just
be nice to Granny and then we'll go
bomb cars."
I lmew I could be patient that long.
Besides, Granny was beginning to grow
on me, in a weird sort of way.
"Whatever you do," Header continued, "if she gives you cookies, just pop
'em in your mouth and swallow. She's
real sensitive about her cookies."

The late afternoon winter sun was
dropping out of the sky. Snow fell in wet
clumps. The trees on our street turned
into huge dripping wads of cotton candy.
It was the perfect snow for snowballs.
Naturally, I had to get Header out to
bomb some cars. I flew out my door and
ran the short distance to his house. I
!mocked on the door. The door opened
slowly. A smallish, old woman appeared.
"You must be one of Mark's friends,
Deah!" she said.
Startled, I muttered: "Uh, yeah. Is
Header_:_ I mean Mark - home?"
"Hey Ogle-B!" Header shouted from
back in his living room. "C'mon in and
meet Granny!"
The little old woman pulled back
inside, allowing me to enter. Header's
house was always the same. Clothes and
debris littered the living room. Dirty
dishes were piled around the television
and in the couch. Seven kids sure could
junk up a place fast. I pushed aside a
plate that looked like it had been used
for pizza and sat down on a couch.
Granny followed and sat real close to
me. Header joined us in the living room,
tossing a pile of comic books aside so
that he could sit on a stuffed chair.
"So who's your girl, Deah?" I turned
my head and Granny was looking right
into my eyes. Her nose was almost pasted against my nose. I looked back at
Header and gave him my best "What
gives?" look
Header introduced us. "This is
Granny, Ogle-B. Ogle-B, meet Granny.
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Granny returned to the living room.
"Have one, Deah!" she offered.
Suddenly, there was a plate of cookies in my face. They looked Christmassy
all right - red and green sprinkles and
frosting on Santa Clauses and gingerbread men. But there was also this
strange smell wafting from the plate. I
couldn't quite place the smell but it was
strong. Header motioned with his hands
that I should take one.
"These look so good!" I said. I didn't
lie. They looked good, but what was that
smell? I picked out a speckled Santa. It
had hair on it. I couldn't tell whether it
was human or animal. I looked over at
Header and gave him my best "Please
don't make me eat this" look. He
motioned again: "Eat, eat."
Remembering his words, I popped the
cookie into my mouth. I didn't chew
right away. My tongue checked it out.
Gradually the flavors hit my taste buds.
Now, I remembered the smell. The cookie tasted like a strange mix of tuna fish
and baking soda, a bitter fishy taste. The
sugar sprinkles set it off real well. I
almost gagged. Granny grinned, waiting
patiently for my evaluation. Header
could tell I was in distress.
"See, he loves 'em, Granny!"
All I could do was swallow the cookie. I swallowed it whole. I couldn't bear
to chew it. I suppressed the urge to
puke.
"Tell her how much you liked it, OgleB!"
"Get me something to drink, you
moron!" I coughed. Header left for the
kitchen.
"Your cookies are great!" This time, I
lied.
"Call me Granny, Deah! Everybody
does!"
Header returned with a liter bottle of
Pepsi. I pulled off the cap and chugged
Pepsi for dear life. I stopped and tasted
my mouth. The tuna cookie was still
there. I chugged some more.
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"Granny, we're going to go out now
for awhile," Header said. "Are you going
to be OK?"
Granny responded in a deep gravely
voice: "Oh, I'll be fine, Deah. Are you
going out to be with some girls? C'mon,
you can tell me!" Granny was starting to
sound more and more like a dirty old
man.
"Naw, Granny," Header responded.
"You know you're the only girl for us."
"Aw, go on!" she said. "You boys go
have your fun. Just don't break any
hearts!" Granny left the room.
Header pulled on his boots and
starter jacket and we were out of there.
Once we got outside, I attacked.
"So what's with the cookies? You set
meup!"
"C'mon, Ogle-B. She doesn't get out
much. Giving you that cookie was probably the highlight of her day."
"But what's with the tuna fish?"
"Oh, she gets confused in her kitchen
these days. It probably wasn't tuna fish.
She was probably making the cookies
around the same time she was feeding
her cat. It was cat food!"
I felt sick, but not sick enough to miss
going after Header. "How fake!" I
screamed. But Header was already way
out ahead of me. I chased him for two
blocks through the slushy snow, before
we ran out of breath.
"So, what's our game plan?" I asked
between breaths.
"The usual," Header replied. "We set
up in Nealy's snow fort and bomb cars.
They chase us. We disappear into the
fort. Piece of cake."
"Let's do it!"
I could still taste the tuna/cat food.
Maybe bombing cars with snowballs
would make my mouth forget. We
turned the comer into Nealy's yard. The
Nealys were on vacation. It's better that
way. Nealy's dad didn't like to look out
the window and watch us throw snowballs on unsuspecting motorists. Since ·
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Inside the fort, we were laughing, but
not loudly enough to reveal our position.
The humiliated driver kept going.
"Damn!" Header exclaimed. "We
didn't get him to chase us!"
"Maybe next time!" I reassured him.
Another car appeared. This time, it was
one of those hippie-type Volkswagen
busses. It was like my dad's car, only
with lots of strange paint on the side.
"These guys are the worst," Header
said. "Let's get him!"
We grabbed more ammo and huddled
down into the fort. When the bus was in
firing range, we let loose. Direct hits
again! This time, a snowball slammed
into the windshield and a wiper flew off.
The driver hit his brakes. We slid down
into one of the secret tunnels inside the
fort. The sun was gone now. Inside the
tunnel, I could not see Header or my
hand in front of my face. We heard lots
of cussing from the direction of the victimized bus. Then silence. First distant,
and then closer, we heard the sound of
boots moving through the slushy snow.
"Don't move!" whispered Header.
"Where are you, *&%#@?"
I hated it when adults swore at us like
that. Weren't they supposed to be our
role models? The driver kept searching
for us.
"C'mon, I know you're around here
somewhere!"
The beauty of the fort is that it looked
like a big pile of snow. Nothing more. It
was cold in the tunnel. I knew I should
have worn the extra sweatshirt. My body
wanted to shiver, but I didn't dare make
a sound.
"I'm going to wait until you show
yourselves!" the driver said.
We heard a big crunch and some
snow fell around us in the tunnel. The
guy put his big butt on the side of the
fort. It was a good thing the fort had
been around for awhile. It still had an icy
shell all around it, enough to support the
guy's weight. We were trapped. I

Nealys weren't home, we could save him
the pain of watching us.
Nealy had built up a pretty good fort.
From a big snow mound left by his dad's
snowblower, he had created a series of
mazes and towers. The beauty of the fort
is that we could throw the snowballs,
drop into one of the mazes and remain
virtually undetected. The sun was just
about down now, casting dark shadows
inside the fort. It was a perfect set up.
Header and I positioned ourselves
behind the fort and began rolling snow
into compact little bombs. The moisture
content was superb. What started as
snowballs very quickly turned into iceballs.
"Be careful, Ogle-B." Header cautioned. "We don't want to break any
windshields. Then the)'.''ll really come
after us!"
I let up a little on the pressure I was
applying to make the snowballs.
"Are you ready?" Header asked when
we had each gathered up a pile of snowballs.
"Ready!" I replied in a military way. It was time to find victims. It didn't
take long for one to appear. We .each
grabbed a snowball. A beaten Ford station wagon ambled through the slush. It
was full of a mom and a bunch of kids.
"Naw, let's not get them." Header
said. "She'll never chase us."
A few minutes later, a brand new
Chevy sedan appeared. Header and I
looked at each other simultaneously.
"Score!"
We fired off our snowballs at the
same time. As the snowballs left our
hands, we ducked down into the fort and
peered out through one of the eyeholes.
Direct hit! One snowball splatted on the
driver's windshield. The other landed
with a loud thud on the roof. The driver
swerved for a moment. We thought he
might stop. Instead, he rolled down his
window and yelled.
"You%$@# kids!"
MICHIGAN READING JOURNAL
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couldn't say anything to Header. He
couldn't say anything to me. All we
could do was wait the guy out.
"Dirty little%$#@*!" we heard him
mutter.
I looked at my watch. It was 6:00,
time for supper. I huddled up a little
tighter to keep myself warm. Water
dripped from the top of the tunnel. The
guy got quiet. After what seemed like
forever, he got up and left.
"&%$#@ kids!" was his parting shot.
I looked at my watch again. It was
now 7: 15. We didn't know how cold we
were until we crawled out of the fort
into the night air.
"We've got to get home!" Header shivered.
"My dad's gonna' kill me!" I said. My
dad hated it when we were late for supper.
"Let's get out of here!" Header led the
way back to our houses.
As we trudged home, we could see a
familiar set of events unfolding on the
next street over. Zomow's gang was
ambushing cars over on Shelby Circle.
MICHIGAN READING JOURNAL

Zomow and company were always kind
of stupid about it though. They stood up
like the British in the Revolutionary War
when they fired snowballs at cars. They
got caught a lot. For our money, it was
more fun to be chased and to get away.
But, like I said, they were kind of stupid.
"You%$#@* kids!" we heard in the
distance. I saw Zomow and his group
scatter.
"Now, that's unusual," I thought.
"They don't usually run for it like that."
We continued on down our street. It
was pitch black outside now. It was getting colder. What had been slush was
now turning to ice.
As we got close to my house, a
Sheriffs cruiser appeared at the end of
our street. He waited, motor running.
Then he took off straight toward us.
"Let's bolt!" Header said instinctively.
We ran sideways through Mrs. Worthington's yard so that we could get to the
open fields behind our housing development. If we could get to the fields, the
sheriff would never get us. We could be
in Ohio before he caught up to us.
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"Well, just tell us where you were."
said the short deputy.
"We're coming back from our friend
Dodger's house," I said. "We were playing in his basement and lost track of
time. Now we're going home." I knew
Dodger would cover for us. He was such
a liar.
The tall deputy continued: "We're
checking out reports of snowballs being
thrown at cars with rocks inside them.
Couple of windshields have been broken. You guys know anything about
that?"
"Zornow's gang!" I thought to myself.
"They've hit a new low in stupidity!" I
could tell from the look on Header's face
that he knew it too.
"Where were they doing it?" I asked
innocently.
"Around Shelby Circle," the Deputy
replied. "Know anything about it?"
"We saw some kids over there just a
few minutes ago, sir," I continued to lay
it on thick. "I think they were throwing
snowballs, but it was pretty dark to tell."
Any more information and I would be a
stoolie, a fink. I quit while I was ahead.
"Alright, we'll check over there." The
big guy said, losing interest in us. "In the
mean time, you guys head home."
Just as the deputies were about to
leave, Mrs. Worthington appeared in her
big pink nightie.
"Arrest those boys!" she bellowed.
"For what, Ma'm?" the tall deputy
asked.
"They were peeping into my window
after my bath!" Mrs. W pointed a stubby
finger at Header and me.
"What the - !" Header was dangerously close to killing Mrs. W. None of us
liked her. She was always trying to get
something on us.
"I'm a taxpayer, I pay your salaries,
young man!" she wagged her finger at
the tall deputy. "I want action now!"
"Honest, Mrs. W, I didn't see anything," I pleaded. I thought to myself,

Mrs. Worthington had a fence on the
side of her house. Header jumped over it
easily. I took my turn. On the upswing,
my eyes glanced into Mrs. Worthington's
bedroom window. Her head was full of
jumbo hair curlers and she was adjusting
a massive pink night gown. Her eyes met
mine for a brief moment and she let out
a gasp. By the time I could react, I was
over the fence - and right into the arms
of a sheriffs deputy.
There were two deputies. One, a
short, fat, balding man held Header
down on the ground. The other, a wiry
guy who must have been over 6'5", held
me.
"What have you two been up to
tonight?" said the tall one grabbing my
arm.
"Wouldn't you like to know?" said
Header who by now was getting up and
dusting himself off. Header was not a
diplomat in these situations.
"I'm sorry for my friend, sir," I said
calmly. "He's just a little defensive
around you guys." It was my turn to give
the facial signals. I signaled for Header
to shut up and let me handle the situation.
MICHIGAN READING JOURNAL
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"Like, I would ever want to see anything!" I had to get us out of this. "We
were just panicking because these gentlemen were chasing us."
Header rolled his eyes. He hated it
when I played the goody-goody routine.
He would rather kill now and pay for it
later.
The tall deputy was getting tired of
the whole situation.
"Look, Mrs. W. We'll come back later
and file another one of your reports, if
you'd like. But we've got some other
kids to catch right now." With that, the
deputies returned to their cruiser and
drove away.
"Well, I never!" Mrs. W exclaimed. She
gave us one final evil stare, then turned
into her house with a loud huff. We
could hear her little yap dog barking
after she went in.
"I've had enough!" I told Header. "I'm
wet, I'm hungry and I'm tired of getting
accused of things we didn't do."
"I'm with you," Header replied. "Let's
go home."
After wading through more slush to
get to my house, I pushed open the
heavy front door, stood on the stair landing and started stripping off my slopping
wet clothes.
"Make sure it gets in the laundry
room," my mom called from upstairs.
I went downstairs into my room and
looked on the floor for some available
clothes. I threw on a pair of jeans and a
shirt that didn't smell too bad yet. I was
so tired and hungry, it was hard just getting back up the stairs. For a moment, I
worried about what my dad would do to
me for being so late. But I was so hungry, I kept on going. He could yell at me
as much as he wanted - as long as I
could eat.
My mom was sitting at the kitchen
table smoking a cigarette and folding
clothes.
"Where's dinner?" I asked.
"You missed it," she said coldly. "You
MI CHIGAN READING JO U RNAL

-- 1

-

know there aren't many leftovers with
six kids in the house. You have to get
here on time."
"Where's Dad?" I asked cautiously.
"Oh, he had to work late tonight. He
won't be back until after you're in bed."
"Yes!" I thought. "At least I won't have
to deal with him being mad about my
being late." But I was still hungry. I
could have eaten an entire glazed ham.
"Isn't there any food in the house?" I
pleaded.
"Well, Pat Head's mother was over
here today." she replied.
"Oh, yeah, Header's Granny."
"That's right. She left that plate with
the foil on it." My mom motioned to a
plate on the kitchen countertop. "She
said it was for Christmas. I think it's
food. I've been so busy folding clothes, I
haven't been able to check. Why don't
you have some of that?"
I looked over to the countertop at the
foil covered plate. I remembered my disaster earlier in the day with Header's
Grandma and the cookie. My stomach
grew sick. But I was so hungry. As I
drew the foil from over the plate, my
mom kept talking.
"Nice, woman, Header's grandma.
Too bad she's so senile. I guess we all
get that way eventually." My mom continued folding clothes.
There was that smell again. The
tuna/cat food wafted up from the plate.
"Oh, Christmas cookies! How
thoughtful!" my mom said. "Now, be nice
and eat some of them. I bet she went to
a lot of trouble."
I couldn't take it anymore. It had been
a pretty crappy day all around. I grabbed
up a hairy gingerbread man, popped it in
my mouth and got ready for bed.
Mark Conley is an Associate Professor of
Teacher Education at Michigan State University.
Mark Head is a substance abuse counselor in
Rochester, NY. mustrator Dan Smith is principal
of Kincheloe Elementary in Dowagiac, MI. Send
comments to Mark Conley, MSU, 115 Erickson
Hall, East Lansing, MI 48824.
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